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THE OLD WEDDING RING,

™e loving Father sent His angel, Death,

To bid her lenve this lower place, where
shs

Some time at tahle sat, to “come up highor

With humbile mien, and brief adleus, s
rowe,

Leaving her poor and faded garment here,

For, In that ehamber, other vobos ave worn

A ol ring, old and thin, she also left,

The which, to keep for her dear sake, 1
took

And drew It o'er my Anger, lovingly!

Was it o tallaman, a charm, I touched?
The moment It wax on my finger plaoed
I felt her hand within my own agalin

And Uke a dream came hack all happy
timon

That we had spent t1ogether, our best
states;

No memories of 111, bt nll of gond

Return tao me! And | peane them now;

For, whaen 1 feel thia golden elrelet, she

Is with me still, with me In prayer and
],nllli-nl_

With me in every scene of He's awesl Joy,

From youth rvight on to time of silvery age!

I8 not thin mystle presence promise true
Of the rounlon hoped for, and a proof
That though ungeen sho I8 not far nwny?
I take it #a! Dear Laoard, 1T will beliove

Hhe 18 not gone, hul in an upper room
Of the same munslon, walts for me to
come!

~John Brageg. In Donton Watehman,

PCopyright, 1894, by Mary Hallock Foote.)

XIL—CoNTINUED,

Faith sat beside her nnconscious
sleeper, listening to the sounds which
reported all that ghe ever knew of those
incredible scenes that have gone down
on the annanls of thig region as “the
massacre of Fourth of July canyon.”
Her genses were blunted, her mind re-
fused to act; her heart erushed the
life out of her with its beating.

Now was the time to say good-bhy-—
not the potential good-by she had bid-
den him an hour ago, but the actual
parting, at the brink of the river of
death. Many were crossing the dark
awaters to the eity of refuge who would
never return, She hent over her sleeper,
and kissed him softly, but the sob that
forced her heart against his aroused
him, and he spoke to her suddenly in his
natural voice:

“God bless me!™ he murmured, while
slie hicld her breath in horror of his
coming to himself at this fatal mo-
ment. 1 thought that yvou kissed me!
I must be dreaming, Oh, let it be true!
Faith, dear, make it true before 1 lose
you again.”

“It is true,” said the girl hoarsely,
“and nothing else is true—nothing, 1
will never doubt you; I never did doubt
you, Now go to sleep! Good night,
dear; good night!"

He held his breath and looked ut her
keenly,

Your lips are cold; your hands are
cold. Why are yousaying good night "

“The boat is late,"” sald Faith in o hol-
low voice, “We cannot go till the boat
comes, You are sick: rest now—do rest;
this is your only chauce!"

She put her hands upon him, with
soft, shudderving touches, trying with
all the strengtih of her love to master
her fear, that she might have power to
Iull him into obliviousness of the awful
sounds of the night, Under the trees it
wias quite dusk; he could seo nothing,
but she felt that he was listening.

“What is that firing?"

“Oniy some men,” gasped Faith,

“But what arve they shooting at?"

“Shooting? Oh, at a mark.”

“Oh, 1 say! In the dark!" laughed
Darcie softly. He was drifting off
agnin, as his speech betrayed, “Are

they drunk?
about?

“It's the other men who are shout-
ing,"” Faith lied to him, feebly,

“What other men? 1Is this a stag pie-
nie? O Lord! O Faith, dear!™

Faith hardly knew whnt he was say-
ing, but she welcomed any wildness,
profanity—anything but his own low,
steady tones,

“Ne quiet, Darcie, dear!™ she whis-
pered.

“Dareie, dear!™ he repeated, foolish-
ly. "“God bless me, but this is nice
what a sweet girl you arve! THeavens!
what a brute I was! Are you ever going
1o be friends with me again?"

He nestled his sick hewd elose to her
lap, contentedly, and gave himself up
to the exquisite sense of her cold, soft
toueh moving over his hand in the dark,

“*Mother of Groce, the pass is difli-
enlt!® " whispered the tortured girl. It
wis the mother instinet, which can look
on death, that taught her calmuness ot
this moment, and gave her strength to
exert her love, else one of nature’s mira-
cles was wrought; for out of the an-
guish of her deadly feur came supreme
rest to him she loved, and Darcie slept,

What are they shouting

His hiand slipped from hers, lower nnd
lower, nnd touched the sanid; softly s
saved the contact from digturbing him
He siphed, and breathed more deeply;
he was gone, even beyond his conselous-
ness of her,

ae

She moved a trifle, coulionsly; drew
awny her dres
elt

sliore she

, nnd noisclessly raised
here I.Tll'-"-'. All :ll'r'-i_' the
geemed to hear stealthy foot-
of
The Iilzl;d

senttoering shots

hest npon

teps and furtive, lealy ru tlings, ns
n hunter staulking big
firing hud e but
infrequently, one ot o time, from
Step by step she movi fd o

rume,
wedl,
CIan
m distance,

little wny pust the bushes and loaked
ont, Overhead the elouds were blown
in wild mwmsses; the stard in the dark
blite lnkes of sky between winked peace
fully, while the torn nndd “."'"}' eloud

| KF)
et s did the 1n':1r'-' of heaven ol lov
this senseless, pnssing hour, that proved
lll'w]-.l.;"

sironls alterad from moment NGE

imply add
side, the gide

of human passion, which muost miss the

changed nothing,

il 118 score to the wrong

mark a thousand times helore one true
nim shall raise the recovd a little higher
s the centuries piss,

Faith wos quicted; she hod renched
the limit of emotional fear, and now u
l]ll‘n.:r‘\ of ill‘\l‘!l‘ll'llif_\ l'l!'il? over her

the reaction after the She
wondered why elie could not feel as she
ought the peril of all those other men
who were strangers to her aflection.
Where wis Mike—always rash with him
self? YWas he safe? And how
svith the honest Cassons —the wife wait
ing with her little sleepy brood about
her, to learn perbaps that they were
fatherless?

She started back from her relaxed ont-
look and hid herself asaman ¢ame ran-
ning, like one pursued, out from a group
of bluek bireh trees that stood together
shivering in an open windy space, e
ran uncertainly, this way and that, as
if erazed with fear. Mis dog-hearied
pursuer covered him with deliberate
alm. It wag pitiful to see him waver
etween the chunees of the river and
of the broken plain below, e was ex-
housted wih running; his chest lnbored
in hard, painful gasps: his legs were
giving under him. "The next
he stuwmbled aud fell.  The
hunter came up and turned him over
with his foot, Keeping the muzzie of
Lig rifle ¢lose to his chest, e  said
something brief, which Faith did not
hear. The man never spoke, but threw
out his hands expressively on the sod,
The other searched his elothes and took
all that he had in money or small valu-
nbles and, stirring him with his foot,
suid:

“(t—git out from here!
till 1 count 6o,

The hunted man sprang up and van
Onee hie turned his head over his shoul-
der, and saw his pursver following him
with He plunged into the
bushes, eleared the bank nnd splashed
into the river,

The mon with the rifle stood on the
bank and waited,  Faith coulll have
tonched him where he  stood. e
wittehed till the swimmer's head show el
plainly beyond the shoreward shadow,

shoek.

wiis it

oment

“scah"

I'll give you

cool aim,

then
the
spot

stream;
through wild-rose thicket.
black turned townrd the light;
it was the man's faced he was taking his
lnst look at the sky: his hands went
ups he sank—and a coil of ripples un
wound in widening eireles toward the
shdnr‘lk

The hunter of “seahs"
moment while the smoke of his rifle
drifted away among the Then
he get his feet upon the river banl, slid
down, nnd stooped at the viver's brink.,
He laid his face to the waterand drank:
and the rviver did not refuse to quench
his thirst.

Faith erept back to her place; her
sleeper still slept. The man by the
river turned her way, and set his foeet
agnin upon the bank., She slipped the
mantle from her shoulders, and Inid
it, a8 soft us the rose of silence, NpPoiL
Dareie's face. The silk-lined folds set-
tled into pluee; he did not move, So
he had looked when she had thoogh:
him dend. She clasped her hands upon
her knees, and bent ber head upon them
Steps ciane up the bank and
close bheside her;

stood still a

trees,

she merely breathed.
There was silence: then o voiee snlid:
“Who i your man, my dear?”
She did not Diun RafVerty
studied the two flgures attentively a
moment,

ILISAV Y,

“Is this vou, Miss Bingham? and
onr folks lookin® for you high and
loaw! And who's this party yon are

hidin' out with?"

I'nith raised her hand, but she did
not spealk.

“Show me his face!
ter with him "
ward,

“IKeep your hands off the dead!™ said
Faith,

“Dead, ig he? 1 don't think yon ean
[ play that withme, If he's dead, it'l] not
| harm him to show his face”

“There is o dead man whose face you
will see in the day you go to meet your
God!"™  Falth pointed to the viver, She
had risen, and pluced hersell hetween
RafTerty and her sleeper: and was aware
that Dareie was stirring, and her flesh
rose in horror; she had no hope, only
1o |In-l[ullll' the moment of dizscoy ory

I knosy yvou, Rafferty,” said the des
perate girvl, “Iwill bear witness against

Rafferty made a step for-

] yoeu, i you dare come one gtep nearer
Coward! you took Tiis money, and then
you took his lifel"

“Come, now, that's no way for a lady

! to talk! 1 want to see whn's vour best
feller, PPull that thing off his face! 1
et T know who It is, Don't I know
them English shoes?! Well, if you

wor't, theu stand aside,  See here, now;
I dont want to put me hands on you"
SAL!" eried Faith, simply shuodder-
ing at him,
lnfferty gave a hoarse laugh, “Comae

off the nest now, me little ehicken!
It's your own doin's If 1 have to hurt
you™

Suddenly Faith felt that she was free
RnfTerty had loosed her, and stood lis-

tening
“Ouit that!™ eame Mike's great bhat-
tle ronr. “Put up your bloody honds!

I have the drop on ye."

RutTerty hind not been the last to per-
ceive that this was troe, It settled the
him and Mike once
(ime. Mike walked
at his

gituntion b iween
mare, and for the last
forward,
olil enemy:

“Chuck me

slowly hurling taunts

your weeplnus, Rufly, me
boy. You'll wint where
yvou'll he goin' shortlv; you’ll not  be
huntin' seabs in Bolse City"”

At the mention of Doise, which Is the
city of approximate justiee and of oe-
cagional punishment, Rafferty pgove

naot them

| Mike a Witter look; bt he offered no
rotort.,

b | |||11u‘ the elimate will ngree with
ye." Mike procecded, "l hear it's n

n ddark spot parting the current in micd- |
a bullet went elipping |
The |

pavsed |

What's the miat- i

noblhy buildin’, the Pen, an’ the boys is
doin' a little gard'nin’.  Ye'll make o
fine gard'ner, Rafferty; Ldoubt ye'liturn
out u pious fraction of wmun”

As he cnme opposite Lo the gpot where
his prisoner stood, Mike raised his rifle
and lowered his head, and suddenly he
np('mrll ery, like one mad s hoolboy tle-
fying nnother:

“Run, Rafferty, me bould boy
yelled, “The seabs i= after ye!
move on you! Shake it up, man!
the road!™ and as Rafferty ran, Mike,
ronring with Inughter, leaped upon the
top of the bank, and sent his big voice
after the fugitive:

“The boat is in, Rafferty!
throaps is on board!
tellin' ye!

" he
Giet a
Hit

And the
That's vight, I'm
The throops is on board!
They're flyin” Hght two comp'nies from
Sherman, an' Gin'ral Carlin  in
rand,

COome-
Will ye try the viver, or wHl ye
try the eanyon? Tell the boys if ye meet
‘v that martial law inthe Cor
e Lune!l™

Long aflter Rafferty was clean out of
hearing Mike eontinued to disperse his
goitl in barbarie hoots aod howls, 1ill
Darcie, raising on his elbow to listen for
another sound, bade him hold his in-
fernnl riot,

A gquarter of o mile away the troops
were disembarking, The orders

s out

de-

[

**‘Ser here now

I don'twant toput wme hands on
you.''

manded a guiet landing, but Mike hud
heard the roll call on board the boat be-
fore she touched the shore, And now
the tramp of feet could plainly be dis-
[ tinguished treading the deck of the
wharf-bout; now they were mustering
on the ground. Two by twa, it columns
of twaos, the t’illlll)l]llit'!\‘ were marchinge
one  man. Steady. through 1the
night, on came the solid, cadenced tread
As sharp as pistol shots rang the wonrls
of commund. The white stripes, the
steel  points,  gleamed through the
trees. Silence; and “piercing sweet,” ()
voiee of rescue in the dark distanes, e
bugles sounded:

“Attention!™

It sent the bhlood to the hearts of all
wha heard that midoight eull, Dareie
thrilled, and was himself again in that
moment of strong exeitement., Faith
thd wept, A
o word at last hod been spoken to which

s

broke down like a ohild,

even anarchy, red-handed, pavsed 1o
lsten, That Dricf order wonld earrey
through the night; it woulid fly from

comp to camp through the mountain
gorges, and every man who caught but

the ¢cho of that word would under-
standd, Those who \\“I not heed the
valee of law, or soften to the stiller

voiee of l\im[ln'.\-«' must
when the bugle sounds:
“Attention!™

pange at last

here was no “weddin’ in Spolkane,”
tas Mike had generougly predieted; but
| there was a doctor in 8Spokane, which
| was more to the immediate purpose.
i The wedding was gome months later.,
{ when the war was over, aud the trials
wore over, and the technicalities of the
| law had dope much to retract the ripe-
[ fng lesson which the ¢lenr-voiced
bugles taught. The mines had resumed:
M. Frederiek Bingham had “resiened,”

and was investigating the Keeley enre;
[ and Dareie Hamilton was sent

manige the Dig Horn. Thistime he
[ did stop in New York long enough to
| clabm to the yvirein lode he
trymg elreams-
the
{(The namie of it was not
Dwarf.) DBut the vomplica-

ayer s

rof

protect his
Lindl
|l-l.'|'.|-|-‘-‘ the previous summer in
Coeur d'Alene.
the Black

locuted, under

tions between that early, rash location
and the r-tlll!-:!‘l'l-i"l\l- patent under law
would make another story, with a very
different scene-setting. The family
discussions, in Dareie’s oninion, were

far worse than any miners' war. Ie
never knew on whizh side  his  best
friend would turn up. ITis mother,

for Instance, wns inflexibly agninst
him, while his father, the most positive
of men, was inelined—especially after

ceing Faith's picture—to loak upon
the young mun's awdventures in  the
Cornur d'Alene as very much  what

might have been expected, so why mute
a row nbout a thing that was o mistake
all Dareie by no meang con-
sidered that any of It was n mistake;
but if his father chose to eall it so, and
to give his consent to his wishes on that
understanding, he was willing to yield
the point, in name, But Faith declined
to go to Englund, into a family that
gave her so cold o welcome, ‘Therefore
Darcie come to Ameriea ns manonger of

around?’

the Bie Horn, and the intrepid young |
polr went westward on thelr conquer-
ing way, and left age and opposition be-
hind them., And if they have disap-
pointed each other's high expectutions
ol happiness, the fact has not as vet
transpired 1o the knowledge of their
relatives,

Faith eelebrates in letters the
wonderfal wild the Coeur
d*Alene, the grandeur of its mountains,
the softness of its sudden spring. Other
persons maintaln that the spring has
been very late in the Coeur d'Alene this
vear, Iler aunis wonder if the elimate
has changed, Something has changed,
the girl has found her heart of youth
apain, and with it the courage to he
glad, The premature, erushing ex-
periences of the yvear before, its shocks
and shameful surprises, have taken
their dua place in relatiom to larger
experiences and more vital discoveries,
She has parted with one sacred jllasion,
hitt she is fortified against that irvep-
arable loss by a deeper knowledge of
life and its inevitable shortecomings.
Gireiter joy thon hers no woman, she
believes, hag ever known, She ennnot
look to have all the joys, and all the
strengths, of o woman's perilous life of
the affections,

Her mother she lost before she ever
wnew her. A fother she never had; he
died the spivitual death before his ehild
was born, The bhody of Frederick Ring-
ham =till walks the earth, bhut his goul
will never becured by the Keeley orany
other mundane cure: it expired too
long When the will ig dead. the
man is deadd,  His children can only
mourn him, and pay what respect they
may to the dreary remains,

Dareie has his enemies in the Coenr

her
flowers of

o,

d'Alene, Lot he has also his stanch
friecnds. Mike is foreman of the Dig
IHora in place of Ieter Danning, de-

posed; and Kitty Tyler, now Kitty Me
(iownn, the surly Rig Horn
kitehen a realm of perpetual sunshine.
She is gpoiling her young mistress for

miles

whosoever her successor miy be when
she and Mike go to honsekeeping in the
fall,

THE END

The Pauper Morris Used,
M. Moreis was no advoente for thick
bt found
e-made paper of wood

paper, he had long belore
out that machin
pulp and elay was useless for perma-
nent results, to say nothing of the un-
interesting quality of its surface. The
Intter failing is a factor by 1o means
wnimportant in the beanty of a book.
Mueh of our shiuy, ealendered paper
He wns
forecd to resort 1o the plain. Lhonesi
Un-
were used, and
iolds whose wires were not woven with
nbsolute mechanical aceuraey, thus ob-
taining a sort of variety in the surface.
This paper was made expressly for him
iy Mr. Batchelor, at Little Chart, near
Ashford;, and *resembles the paper ol
the early printers in all its best quaii-

iz, besides, ll'_"'il v to 1he vy s,

way of the old-time paper-makers,

bleaehed linen ras

Three watermarks were designed
Ly him for paperof different sizes—*the
upple, il the perch with a
monuth: cudh of these de-
viees being necompanied by the initinls
W, MM —P'ratt’s Tustitute Monthly,

the daisy, n

kpray in its

The Clincher.

\ gentleman, one day driving doswn o
cauntry lane, and ohserving a rustlc
driving a sow and ber Little ones nlong.,

1,
remarked:

“Whaose |1':‘_'- fire those, ms b 1}",'"

sOW'S, sor
Gentlemny it who the master?
Noy-—That .‘-IIH[Eluui twil Hittle berenr
vouder. (Pointing to ovne of the little
pigs.)

Gientleman (waxinge wroth) —=Where
belopge?

Ly '.u'_‘n 1,
he third sty or

fow

the left, sor,’
1]

Gentleman (anerilvy—=l1diot!
want a fool's place’

Why? Ile

Do you

oy yvou golng to leave,
sor?

The gentleman was last seen driving
down the lane at e furious paee,
Spare Moments,

Havd to Bear.

Mrs, Goaddsonl What's the matter,
my dear? You look worrled,

Mr. Goodsoul Il am = I_l-IIt'I"r't of be-
ing a defaulter

“Tin Nou are not,"

“Not ool '.\ it's VEry haed to bhe sys-
pected of being a thief after the veurs

W fuithful work 1 have done for Close
fist & Co™

“But how do yon know they suspect
v o

I'hey have offered me a twoswesks®

| at

vaeation,"—N. Y, Weekly.

THE SERGEANT'S ADVICE

He Snys a Soldler Shonld Never Al
mit Ignorance Untll He e
Sure of It

The artillery sergeant was giving

l one of his rare and highly prized lee-

tures, with illustrations from hiz own
experience, to an andience of respect-
ful recruits, His text was that the
true soldier should know everything,
and if there should be apything he
didn't know, to concenl carefully his
lack of knowledge,

“Now, look at me,"” he said. “*lamin
the service more years than you boys
has got hairs your chios, and at
that there ups and comes something
now and aguin that I have to learn.
Do I admit to my superior officers that
I don't know it? Not me. | lets on

il

: that it's ull A B C to e, apd goes at ik

blind till Ilearn it. When 1 was down
Giovernor's island, not many
yvears ago, there was o new Kind of
fancy gun arrived at Fort Slocum, and
the colonel got orders to send # man
up there to learn the boys the use of it.

“fSergeant,’ says he to me, ‘'l want
you to go up to Fort Slocum to-mor-
row and drill the men there on that
DBrown-Robinson piece.’

“*“Yes, sir,' says I, salnting.

“‘Do youunderstand the mechanism

S0

of it?" says he, looking 2t me very
sharp,
“*To be sure, sir,’ says L. ‘I seen

then shooting with it at Fort McPher-
son two years ago.’

“*That's very curions,’ says he, ‘see-
ing it's only been in nse in this conn-
try for less than a year,” and he gave
me the laugh. ‘But you go ahead, any-
way," says he, ‘for if you ean’t put it
through there's no man here that ean.”

“You may guess that I got on the
train thinking mighty hard, for 1'd
picked up enough to know that the
new artillery was no more like any
other kind of a gun than a peashooter
fg like a bow and arrow, and I was
thinking I'd make a serumptious dis-
graoce of myself befare a gang of
gtrange Johnnies, Talk about soldier's
lnek—if T didn’t run Into my old cap-
tain on the train, a man that always
Kkeeps up with the Iatest thing in the
artillery line, He asked me fo sitdown
by him, and 1 said something about
tlie new gun. That started him. Te
was all over the place with enthusiasm
about it.

““Dut, «ir,' I says, ‘that’s a queer ar-
rongement agbhout the breech,” feeling
him for a rise.

Crueer? suvs he. *Not o bit when
you understand it. Now, here, I'IF
draw It out for yvon," and lie fished ont
a bit of paper and a peneil and went
to making diagrams.

“That was just my meat, so I led
Lhim on from one thing to apother un-
til I'd the whole arrangement down on
naper, and 1 l‘!u]fin‘uf cyes an the gun
it was smiling nt me like an old friend.
I put the men through a drill on that
piece that made "em think I was a past
grand master of the whole business.
And the moral of this is: Never say
vou don't know a thing till you're sure
veu don', for luek nond aanan’s brains
pull him through many a hole
with glory., Private MeManus, if you
have the mate to that clgar in your
pocket 1 can use it in my business.
Thanks"—N, Y, Sun.

will
‘

Hearing of Children,

The olfices of children in the culture
of their parents are marifold. The in-
fluence of men and women upon ench
other the most powerfol
agencies for their mutual harmonious
prowth., O, there is something in lov-
ing, dependent ehildren, in tender care
them, and in losing thom, even,
which bestows upon the soul the most
enviching of its expeviences! There is,
perhaps, nothing which so tends to
soften the heart, to develop the kindlier
affections, aud to unlock and chasten

become

for

the sympathies of men and women, ss
the children which sit around their
table uned frolle upon theivrknees, There
can be no true development of heart
and mind where pure selfishness is the
predominant prineiple; <o God ordains
that io euch house there shall be little
ones, more precious than all else, who
shall engage the sympathy, tnx the ef-
forts, aund absorb the love of those who
sustain to them the relution of parenis.
—.\ 'I. I.ll]l',_'(‘l'.

Haommer Tap Pot Honst,
Three pounds shoulder picce, duomp-
the ment im
hot butter, then pour over it enough
water to keep from burnings
simmer two hours, When the watles
hoils away, salt and pepper the meat
let fry oo moment in its own fatg
add a 1ittle water; let boil down and
fry atleast three times, The last time,
which should be 30 minutes before

lings. I.u.'||?|u~ I!I'll\\ll.

colid

ill”!

serving, put in the potatoes with
enoueh cold water to cover them:
add more salt,  Muyke the domplings

immedintely. Drop them in and de
not 1ift the cover until the half hous
i= un. Take out stew, thicken
the broth and pour It over the meat.—
Good Housekeepl

the

I
ng.

olled Bueon,

'repare us for fried bacon, and then
roll up each side. Take a elean skewer
and push cach roll on it, pressing thewm

.'\'i;_'lnl\_\ together to prevent them un-

rolling, IMace the skewer on o tin in
the oven and bake till a nice brown,
These neat, erisp little rolls look very

a}.ln I'..’il.;_'. and are l“-]ll'(';ill‘_\' niee o
plicing round fowls or Ciuein-
pati Commereial Tribune,

veul,




